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inside of it fell dead. Eight fellows in masks
rushed up to the mail, pulled out the dead and
dying, and seized upon their boxes with the gold
dust and the greenbacks. Parker was hurt,
though not to his death; and on seeing Williams
come back, pistol in hand, he cried out to his
friend to spare his life: " I am only hipped; help
me, Frank, and I shall do!" Frank put the pistol
to his friend's head and blew his brains into the
air; not daring to allow one witness of his crime
to remain alive. He then drove into the station,
where he reported that the mail had been robbed,
the passengers killed. Two men went out with
him to find the dead bodies, and a search was made
from Denver to Salt Lake for the assassins. X\>
suspicion fell upon Frank, until a few weeks after
the robbery and murder, when news was brought
to Sheriff Wilson by a thief, that Frank Williams
had left his place on the mail line, and was
spending his money rather freely in the Gentile
grog-shops of Salt Lake. Bob instantly took
steps to have him watched in those dens; but
while he was setting his spies in motion, Williams
suddenly appeared in the streets of Denver, close
to that cotton-tree on which the Sheriff looks
down from his auctioneer's throne. Before lie hud